MATTHEW    STEVENSON                  133
UPON THE VIRTUOUS BROWN
(/ Know Who) At the Popinjay
LILIES and roses, let who will go suit ye;
I'm for the lovely brown, the lasting beauty.
Her cheeks are roses need no thorny fence,
And there's no lily like her innocence.
Their blossoms are but slaves to every' blast,
But she's the same, when Spring and Autumn's past.
Her May's eternal: she, when envious Time
Shall be no more, is then but in her prime.
She shall bid all these fading forms adieu,
And Heaven and Earth shall for her sake be new.
From a Poem TO MY PALE PIPPIN Pallor in ore scdct
HER piteous looks may haply move Compassion in me, never love. Shall I bow down, or kneel to that Which seems to me inanimate? . . . Do ye not see how meagre death Seems through her organs to steal breath? As Succubus had from the dust Reared her to gratify his lust. . . . No, 1*11 to tavern, where being come, The first attendant shows a room. The next presents a glancing lass Like Venus in a Venice glass.MATTHEW    STEVENSON                  133
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